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drawing character, his ear for curious locutions, such
as "simple servants of God53 to express country people,
are to be found in this amazing tale. The horror of
the great retreat from Moscow seems to have been ob-
served by an eye witness. Still it is but a hearsay
tale, heard in Ms youth, and written in his later years
when his thoughts turned again to old familiar things.

Nothing that 1 know of in any of his shorter stories
equals the dramatic ending of "The Warrior's Soul5'

Horror and misery can go no further than the scene
where the French officer, staring and spectrellke, walks
into the Russian lines, and asks Tomassov, whose life
he once had saved in Paris, to pay the debt off with a
pistol shot, and end his misery.

In all the stories, even in the first, written before he
had fairly found his wings, there is a vein of great ur-
banity and knowledge of the world, for Conrad never
preaches, but only holds the mirror up to nature, for
men to see themselves, and draw such moral as they
can, from their own faces.

There is a fountain in Marrakesh with a palm tree
near it, a gem of Moorish art, with tiles as iridescent
as the scales upon a lizard's back.

Written in Cufic characters, there is this legend,
"Drink and admire."

Read and admire; then return thanks to Allah who
gives water to the thirsty and at long intervals sends us
refreshment for the soul.
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